Kuwait
smiling with a natural cheerfulness inexplicable to the
European mind.
Poverty has settled on Kuwait more heavily since my
last visit five years ago; both by sea, where the pearl trade
continues to decline, and by land, where the blockade
established by Saudi Arabia now hems the merchants in.
The Coronation sent the price of pearls to twice its value
before I left, and the British, who look after Kuwait, write
at intervals to Saudi Arabia, so that perhaps a more lifelike
atmosphere may yet run through the shipyards and bazaars.
March, when I was there, is in any case a time of leisure;
the dhows alone, that feed the town with water from the
Shatt al Arab, carry on their business in the small dry-
walled tidal  harbours,   unloading  fat  goatskins   on to
donkeys in die shallow water.   But the biggest ships, the
bagalas and many of the booms are away round Zanzibar,
and preparations for the pearling season down the coast have
scarcely yet begun.   Two boats alone were being worked
upon in the open space of sea-front where the owner's
house can overlook his labours.   There the building is
carried on as a family matter, with a clean smell of exotic
woods from Malabar and leisure for the carving of posts and
rudders and the flowery garlands that run round the high
sterns: and, climbing across the thwarts to where the owner
sits, plump and prosperous in his abba and white turban
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